THE.    MEDICI

Larga outside presented to one looking on it from the Medi-
cean palace a threatening, billowy sea of heads. To them
thus sitting trembling and perplexed, entered the haughty and
intrepid Clarice, bent on bringing them to a very speedy
resolution. Clarice hated her relative Clement, and burnt with
indignation at seeing the illegitimate Ippolito and Alessandro
made inheritors of her family's honours and pre-eminence....
Entering the room with haughty step and flashing eye, full of
indignation, and raising her voice so loud that it was even
heard by those in the street outside, she bitteily taunted the
trembling Cardinal at having brought his own and his mas-
ter's affaiis to such a pass, contrasting how differently things
weie managed 'by my ancestors, who were true Medici, and
who with benevolence and gentleness gained the loyalty of
the Florentines, and so found them constant in adversity.3
But you (turning to Ippolito and Alessandro) who by your
conduct have betrayed the secret of your birth, and convinced
the world that you are not of the blood of the Medici, and
not you alone but Clement also, unworthy and wrongfully
Pope,* and now most rightfully prisoner in St. Angelo, why
are you surprised that all are this day against you? Now
therefore depart from a house to which you have no claim,
and from a city which has no affection for you. For in this
evil hour the family honour depends on me.'"

And this forceful lady wound up her harangue by sarcastically
informing them that the Medici Palace was not built in
order to be "a stable for mules." And promptly depart they
did5 As an old chronicler, commenting on this episode,
naively remarks* "The Lady Clarice had great power of
tongue."

But apart from all question of her power of tongue, there is
no doubt that Clarice was abundantly right. She saw plainly
Clement's scheme, and how he was step by step carrying it
out; she saw how, as a result, the whole temper of the people
of Florence was changing towards her family; she knew what
a tool her brother Lorenzo had been in his hands; except for
a girl of eight years old, she was herself the last legitimate